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Author's Notes: 
Hey guys, I'm back with another story! Of course, even though the last one was happy and lighthearted, | had 
to go back to my dramatic and sad stories. l'm really glad you guys liked the last one, so I'm gonna continue 


doing these oneshots until | run out of ideas, heh 3 


lm not as proud of this one as | was with the other, but | feel that way about basically all of my stories. We 


are our own worst critics, | guess. | really hope you guys like it, and the stuff that's to come. :) 


So, | have a couple more ideas for Metallica stories (all pretty dramatic, like they always are with me), and 
then there's that dramatic multi-chapter one, but pretty soon, I'm going to be..dare | say, WRITING OTHER 
BANDS! :D Heh, just felt the need to warn you guys for some reason. :3 Don't worry, | still have Metallica 

stuff planned, but there may be a couple new bands pretty soon. ;) 


As always, thank you for the reviews on the last story, it really helps me to stay motivated to write these. ) 
And of course, | don't own any of the bands/people/music mentioned, only the plot and story. 3 


I'd say that this takes place in the beginning of 198b (January/February), and the reason | say that here 


is..you'll see when you see how this is set up. 3 
WOW, THIS IS A LONG AUTHOR'S NOTE. (lol) 


Hope you enjoy :) 


"Yknow.." Dave began. "One time | was on the swing and | swung so high that | went all the way around" 
‘No you didn't!" James told him. "Thats impossible! No one can do that!" 
‘But | did" Dave said proudly, his hands on his hips as he strutted along with his head held high. James laughed 


"Prove it then." he remarked, gesturing to the swings they had been using before ruming off to do something else. 
This was basically the only good park in town, so the two boys came here often 


"l will!" Dave shouted, dashing fo the swingset with James close behind Wasting no time, the two jumped on the 
swings, Dave making quick work of swinging as high as he could James knew that his friend was lying about going all 
the way around the swingset; that was impossible and no one could do it 

it was as if Dave knew that James knew he was lying, as he began to look nervous as they continued fo swing 
Quickly making up an excuse in his head, the redheaded quitar player let go of the swing when he was as high as he 
could go, soaring through the air. James watched him in wonder, his eyes fixed on his friend majestically flying away 
from the swing 

However, the awe that James had been struck with was quick to disappear when Dave crashed to the ground, and 


he laughed. "Don't worry, Dave, Hi save youl" he shouted, letting go of his own swing and launching himself off. He 
landed next to his friend moments later, and the two shared a look before bursting into laughter. 


"You know what?" James began, standing up. Dave followed suit moments later. 
"What?" Dave asked 


James looked about the park, his electric blue eyes lighting up upon noticing a tree. He dashed to if, Dave following 
close behind 


"This is our park." James explained, and Dave grinned. "Weil call it.. The Hettield~-Mustaine Park." 
"Why does your name get to go first?" Dave muttered. James snickered 


‘Ht sounds better that way." he fold him. He reached into his pocket, pulling out the small pocketknife he always 
kept. He turned to face the tree. ‘Lets make it official” 


At that, the fall, skinny blonde began to carve "H-M PARK" into the bark, grinning and taking a step back as soon 
as he finished The two boys looked upon the engraving with satisfied smiles. 


‘People are gonna think a couple was here." Dave remarked James playfully shoved him. 
‘No.." he muttered "This is our park. Its official! The Hetfield-Mustaine Park! Our park!" 
Our park. Our park 


Despite the thousands of other thoughts running through his head, the two words were all James could hear 


as he drove along, struggling to focus on the road without breaking down. 


It had all happened so fast. One moment, he and the other guys had been having fun at home, having pizza and 
beer and headbanging to different metal records. The next moment, James had received a call from David 


Ellefson, the bass player in Megadeth, telling him that Dave was missing. 


David had frantically told him that Dave had left about two hours ago, and hadn't returned or even called to 
say where he was. Apparently, Dave had been watching TV, and had seen a Metallica music video come on. This 


set something off within him and drove him to a breakdown, 


David had explained that he had seen Dave get like this before, but this time was different. The redheaded 
guitar player had stormed out into the cold night air without so much as a jacket, despite David's pleas for 
him to stay. The poor kid had broken down himself, asking if Dave had somehow found his way to the Metallica 


house. 


James had told him that he hadn't seen Dave since the day he'd kicked him out of the band, but that he would 
do his best to locate his former friend and get him back home. Despite popular belief, James didn't hate Dave. 
He never had and never would. He had kicked him out of Metallica because he was destroying the band and 
himself. 


He knew that Dave hated him. But that didn't mean he'd just leave him out there. 


James had agreed to attempting finding Dave, even though he'd had no idea where the guitarist could be. He 
had simply grabbed his own jacket and headed out, without telling his bandmates where he was going. 


Truth be told, in the beginning, he'd had no idea where he was going. He was just driving aimlessly and hoping to 
see Dave walking along the sidewalk a few blocks from the Megadeth house or something. 


It wasn't until the flashback of the time in ‘82 when he and Dave had claimed "their park" began playing in his 
head that he knew where to find the redheaded guitar player. 


Of course, James wasn't certain that Dave would be at their old park, but he had to try. Something in him was 


telling him to go back to that playground they had named "The Hetfield~-Mustaine Park" before everything went 


wrong. 


As soon as he arrived and parked his car, a wave of nostalgia washed over him, and he felt a small smile come 
to his face when his eyes landed on the swings they had played on multiple times. Sure, they were adults, but 
they had never truly acted like it. Even now, he wasn't mature in any way, shape, or form. He would just 


always be a kid. 


Sighing, James stepped out of his car, shivering as the cold night air hit him like a tidal wave. He pulled his 
jacket tighter and wrapped his arms protectively around his body, making his way into the park he hadn't been 


to in years. 


Every piece of playground equipment brought a new wave of memories. The swings - all the times the two 
had competed to launch away the furthest. The slides - when Dave had deliberately disobeyed the rules of the 
park and gone down on his stomach, flipping off the rules sign as James watched and laughed. The see-saw - 
when James had jumped on the seat like a launchpad and flung Dave about three feet. The monkey bars - 
when they had climbed on top and simply watched the city and discussed their greatest dreams. 


And, of course, the tree that James had carved "H-M PARK" into when they had made this park officially 
theirs. 


Already, James had to fight back the tears threatening to fall after seeing all the equipment they had had fun 
on years ago. They were such kids back then, what happened to the Dave he used to know? 


One of the reasons James had decided to kick Dave out was because he couldn't stand to see his best friend 


continue to destroy himself. 


And seeing him lying next to the tree they had carved the first letters of their last names into was enough to 
send the blonde singer over the edge. 


"Dave.." James whispered, rushing to the tree and kneeling beside the redheaded guitar player. He choked back 
a sob when he saw the state Dave was in, and the tears he had been holding back finally fell and spilled down 
his cheeks. 


It was obvious that Dave had been lying there for quite a while. His eyes, red and swollen, were closed, and his 
lips were blue. His face was deathly pale, the freckles on his cheeks standing out more against the milky white 
skin His long red curls were lying in a mess over his shoulders and across the ground. 


He looked like death. 


"Dave?" James whimpered, reaching a hand out and laying it on the other boy's arm. He drew back in shock as 


soon as he touched him. Dave's skin was ice cold. 


With shaking hands, James quickly removed his own jacket, draping it over Dave and shivering at the change in 
temperature. As carefully as he could, he pulled Dave close in an attempt to get him warm, letting the tears 


stream down his face as he held his former friend. 


After a few moments of this, Dave still did not stir, and James only sobbed harder. What had brought him to 
this point? Where did everything go wrong? 


"Dave..l.l-l'm sorry." James choked, the cold air beginning to affect him now as he shared what little body 
heat he had with Dave. However, he wouldn't let him go for anything. Even if it began raining, snowing, or even 


hailing, James would not leave Dave here. "T-t-this is a-all.a-a-all m-my f-fault.." 


He shivered harder, pulling Dave closer in an attempt to get himself warm as well. Though Dave needed the 


warmth more than him right now, it wouldn't do much good if he succumbed to the cold as well. 


"J.J-J." James looked up, surprised. His gaze shifted to the redheaded guitar player in his arms, who was 
finally beginning to stir. "J.Junior?" 


"D-Dave.i-i-it's me." James told him, only to regret it moments later when Dave began sobbing as well. "H- 


hey..i-its okay..l-l'm gonna.lim g-g-gonna g-get you h-home..” 
"W-wh-why did.w-why.." Dave sobbed. "Wh-why d-did..y-you come f-for me?" 
"I h-had to." James explained. "David.h-he called me..t-told me y-you r-ran off.w-why did you r-run away?" 


‘|. s-saw..your music video." Dave stated. "l.l j-just couldn't.s-seeing you guys t-together like that. couldn't 


t-take it..l-l just f-felt.like the room was t-too small.| had t-to get away...” 
"S-so..w-why'd you come h-here?" James asked. 


"l.l just." Dave began, attempting to find the best way to explain himself. He wasn't even sure if he knew the 
reason he had come to his and James' old park. "| w-wanted to come somewhere..th-that had..better times, 


better memories attached..b-but.." 


"Come on" James whispered, shifting so that he could gaze upon Dave. The color had begun to return to the 
redheaded guitarists face, though there were still tears streaming down his cheeks. James felt something 
twist within him, and without thinking, reached out to wipe them away. Dave closed his eyes and sighed. "I'm 


gonna take you home." 


"A-alright.." Dave whispered. He watched James stand and allowed himself to be helped up from the ground, 
sliding the jacket off and handing it back to James, who shook his head. 


"Keep it" James said. "You need it more than | do right now." 


Dave said nothing in return, only gazed upon James with sort of a faraway look in his eyes. After a few 
moments, he put on the jacket, shoving his hands deep in his pockets as he followed the skinny blonde singer 


back to the car. 


"James." Dave began once the two returned to the car. James was quick to start it up and turn on the heat, 
looking over at the guitarist in the passenger seat. "Just..thank you. For..finding me..even after..a-all that's 
happened." 


James gave him a reassuring smile and set a hand on his shoulder. "You know, despite everything." he began. "l 
still care about you. | don't care if you hate me, never want to see me again after this, anything like that. 


knew | had to find you." 


As soon as he had finished, Dave broke down sobbing once again. He stared at the floor, his long red curls 
spilling over his shoulders and obscuring his face. James kept his hand on the older boy's shoulder, sighing as 
he stared out the window, feeling completely lost. 


"Goddammit, James." Dave muttered. He looked up, his hazel eyes boring into James’ electric blue ones. "I-I.] d- 


don't hate you either." 


"You don't?" James asked in surprise as he began driving down the quiet, dimly lit street. He had always figured 
that ever since the day Dave had been kicked out, he had viewed James as an enemy. He'd lost track of the 
amount of times Dave had called him, drunk out of his mind, screaming that James was a traitor and he would 


pay for what he had done. 


"l-I could never." Dave admitted, watching the city rush by as he contemplated his next words. "F-for a long 
time, | thought | did, but thinking about it now. could never truly hate you, James. It's..i's complicated, you 
know? | feel like | should, but on the other hand, | feel like it's pointless. | mean, | know I'm never gonna get back 


in the band, and | have my own now, but.| don't know." 


James wasn't sure how he could respond, so he simply opted to give another reassuring smile, which Dave 


actually returned. James grinned, averting his eyes back to the road. 


Maybe there was a way to mend what had been broken. Despite the circumstances, James figured that, 
maybe one day, Dave would truly forgive him and the two would be able to be friends again. It was almost like 


the whole "wanting to be friends with your ex" issue that James always knew never worked. 
Maybe this time it would. 


As soon as James arrived at the house in which Dave now lived, the two exchanged a few more words, James 
telling him that things may work out in the future. Dave wasn't sure if their shattered bond could ever be 
repaired, but James’ optimistic ways had forced him to change his pessimistic thoughts and agree that things 


may come back together someday. 


James had allowed Dave to keep the jacket, surprising the other boy. In the end, however, he agreed to keep it 
as a reminder to let things go, and thanked him once again before dashing back to the house. James watched 
him go, a familiar ache in his chest with every step Dave took away from him. 

Despite the pain in his chest, James couldn't look away as the door of the house opened, and David stepped 
outside with a relieved smile and hugged Dave tightly. David waved to James with a grateful smile, and James 
forced a grin onto his own face as he watched David kiss Dave on the cheek before leading him back inside. 

It was like a car crash. He didn't want to look, but he just couldn't turn away. 

So theyre together. James thought. Great. Just great 


His eyes welled up with tears as the pain in his chest increased, and regret pooled in the pit of his stomach. 


No, don't do this now. Youre not the jealous type. James tried to tell himself, but it was too late. The tears had 


already begun streaming down his cheeks, and he buried his face in his arms as he sobbed. 
Once again, he had been too scared to tell Dave the truth, tell him how he really felt. 
Once again, he had to watch him walk away, knowing that things would never truly be fixed between them. 


Once again, James had to admit to himself that he had lost Dave for good, and whatever the two had had 


before was long dead by now. 


He could pretend it wasn't true all he liked. But as soon as a reminder of the past hit him, it hit him hard. 


Dave was never coming back, and James would likely never get used to that fact. 


He would just have to say he would, in hopes that one day, the pain of losing Dave would go away, and he'd be 
able to trust again 


Dave wasn't the only one who had been broken from the day that everything had changed. 


- end - 


